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"I must go, brother. I must see her myself."
"What folly! But you would never listen to
me, and see what has come of it. She is a whore.
It was known before, but you would not be-
lieve it. You would not listen. Hark, the lizard
chirps. It is an evil hour, but again you do
not listen. You are going, brother, to meet mis-
fortune."
Babun allowed himself to be brought back into
the compound. His mind worked slowly, and he
was dazed by the shock, and by the insinuating
stream of the headman's words. But there was a
curious obstinacy about him which Babehami recog-
nised and feared. Babun came back, but he did not
squat down again. He stood near Fernando; his
forehead was wrinkled with perplexity. Surely the
story could not be true, and yet how could it be
false? Why should the Mahatmaya and Babehami
lie to him? The simplicity of his character made
him always inclined to believe at once and without
question anything said to him. The headman had
reckoned on this, and his plan would probably, but
for Fernando, have succeeded. Suddenly, however,
the latter could no longer restrain his amusement.
The wrinkled forehead, the open mouth, the pain
and hesitation in Babun's face as he stood before
him, seemed to him extraordinarily ridiculous. He